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Then shall they pause, and fashion
Another story's deathless record to thy story's,
And their proud hearts shall beat,
While they with reverence the great line repeat,
Quae regio in terns nostri non plena laboris ?
Yes, regions where no conquering Roman ever stepped
To man's invincibility redound ;
Where, in white leagues of snowdrift blizzard-swept, 120
A solitary mound
Through the long polar nights unvisited,
Where that last sleep they slept,
Commemorates their labours and our loss ;
There men once wept;
There too, there tears were shed ;
There, symbol of compassion, stands a simple Cross.
Yet not the lands they gained, nor the funereal Pol'
They reached, alas too late, their triumph sum ;
It was no popiilar feat that was their goal,                  13u>
But to make tameless Scythian tracts become
The provinces of Knowledge ; to unroll
Nature's Sibylline scroll,
Teach mysteries to speak that had been dumb,
And to promote the bounds of man's imperial soul.
And this was their achievement;
Here they annexed and charted an immense domain,
For their own memories a greater gain,
For us, a better solace in bereavement
Than that priority which they did not attain.             140
And surely of all men he
Whose art created thee,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